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Writing on the Wall 


Author's Notes: 


| had a lot of fun writing this, especially the philosophical bits. Believe me, | NEVER expected to get this deep 


for alk slash fanfic, but oh well. Also lots of italics! Happy Ficmas, and may more of your wishes come truel! 


It wasn't until Eric had properly left the venue that he realized how nervous he'd been 


His nervousness wasn't totally unusual- he was often described as a shy kid, a man of few words, one who hid 
behind his guitar and let it do the talking. Performing always made him a bit anxious, as it does, but even so, 


there was usually a layer of confidence that masked it for Eric. But that, night, that show, that American. 


He'd told Eric his story before the show, how he was a nobody who did backup for old-timers back in the 
States, and that he'd decided to make it on his own, and asked to play with the Bluesbreakers that night. Eric 
didn't expect anything to come of it, just a passionate and overexcited kid who would get heckled off, as was 


commonplace. 


And yet. 

Perhaps it was the way he'd been received for the last few months, Eric reasoned. Maybe some part of the 
praise directed at him had finally gone to his head, despite his humbleness always trying to prevent that. 
Clapton is God, they said, he's the greatest player since Charlie Christian. Becoming narcissistic was almost 


inevitable when people said things like that about you. 


its fine, Eric reasoned with himself, taking in the cold air of the night. /ts alright. People still love you. He's good, 
but youre stil God 


| hate that | just thought that. 

A faint hissing like the screech of a cat drifted into Eric's mind from an adjacent alleyway, along with a waft 
of cigarette smoke. It wasn't his place to investigate, but something compelled him to see who was there and 
what they were up to. At least it was something to get his mind off the show. 

A dark silhouette raised its arm over its head in a long, sweeping arc, adding a layer of spray paint to the 
faded brick wall. In the dim light of a yellowed-out street lamp, Eric made out the shape of an afro. A very 
familiar looking afro, whose owner was painting a very familiar phrase on the wall 


"Jimi?" 


The silhouette faced Eric, startled. "Hey, man" He turned his eyes to the writing on the wall, proudly stating 
CLAPTON IS GOD in bold, stylized letters, before facing Eric. "You don't mind, do you?" 


Eric waved his hand the way one does when brushing a speck of dirt off of a friend's jacket. "It's alright. | get 
it all the time, y'know.’ 


"| saw you staring.” 
"You- what do you mean?" 
"Don't act like you weren't, man. When | started playing, you looked like you'd seen the Second Coming." 


| mean.. | suppose it did feel that way. I-" Eric felt as though he were choking, that the dim light around 
Jimi's hair was crushing his lungs. "| suppose | felt like I'd been dethroned." 


Jimi laughed slightly, taking a long drag of his cigarette. "The God thing got to you, you think?" 
"I know it did, because | underestimated you. | thought you being on stage with us would just be a normal 


cutting, you play a bit and | blow you out of the water." Eric turned his head down, not wanting to meet the 
other man's eyes. "I got used to being God, and | forgot that Jesus had his disciples, who lived on after he 


left." 


Slowly, Eric's eyes drifted back to Jimi. Sensing the self-deprecation in Eric's voice, Jimi replied, "I still think 


you're amazing, dude. Like, unparalleled" 


ouve paralleled me. | admire your Talent so much, and iT... iT scares me, because I've been runnin 
"But you've paralleled | ad your talent h, and it... it b I've b g 


unopposed for a year now, and suddenly l'm afraid to play." 
"Why's that?" 


"The way you play- everything is so theatrical and so personal I've studied blues, but you.. you embody it. It's 
in your blood. | can listen to Freddie King all | want, but its not my music. | can't play it how they did, but you 


can. 


Jimi shrugged the remark off. "I don't play it like them, | play it the way | do, and that's what you've gotta do 
too, man. They don't come to see someone playing like King, they come to see you" He approached the Brit, 
laying a comforting hand on his shoulder. "You can't just live in everyone else's shadow. You have to cast your 


own." Jimi then leaned forward and kissed Eric on the cheek, and a bomb went off in his mind. 


Time all but froze for Eric. This kid- well, kid wasn't the right word, the guy was older than he was- this guy 
had hijacked Eric's show, fed into his god complex, and kissed him, all in the span of an hour, and then told him 
he's still God. / need fo get my goddamn ego checked, he told himself, still stuck in the moment. 


Or perhaps | need to move forward 


"Jimi?" He spoke quietly. The American shrunk back, hesitant to hear Eric's protest. "No, no, don't- | needed 
this. This talk, and that." he let the sentence hang in the air in favor of taking Jimi by the shoulders and 


drifting towards him, returning the kiss with passion rather than reluctance. 


Jimi pulled Eric in tighter, playing into the Brit's unassuming demeanor. It was like a swirling cacophony for Eric, 
a feeling within him that tightened his chest and made his head swirl with love and leftover feedback from the 


amplifiers. 


Slowly, the two pulled away. Eric knew Jimi didn't think much of the whole thing; he radiated uncaring energy, 
not acknowledging that where he was from, the both of them would be imprisoned or worse. It was an attitude 
Eric could get behind; hearing but not listening. 


"Hey, man," Jimi's soft voice brought Eric's mind back to Earth. "If you want, you can come to my place 


tonight. I've got weed and shit" 


Eric wanted to hesitate, but he didn't. That was the old Eric, and the revelations of the last five minutes had 
changed him. With a smile he replied, "Sure, Jimi." 


Jimi led Eric out of the alley, one arm slung over the other man's shoulder as they walked out into the night. 


